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Religious Miscellany.

LEAVE IT WITHMtbC. ,

Yes, leave ltwIUi H1B--

The lilies all do.
r

And thox gTOir. J"

They crow in the rata.
Another grow mhe dew

Yos they grow.
;Tbey grow ia tho darkness, all hid In the night,
Jhey grow In the sunshine, revealed by tho

light;
BU11 they grow.

t Thcr ask not your planting:,
; - They need not your care.

As they grow.
to- - Dropped dewnln tho valley,

The field, anywhere
Therefore they grow.

"They grow In their beauty, arrayed In puro
white.

They grow, clothed In glory, by.hoarett S own
lights1

, Bwcetlyrow.

Tho grasses are olothed,
And tho ravens are fed.

From His tore;' '
But you who are loved,

' And guarded and led.
How much more

"will Ho clothe you and feed you and give you
H- - His carer
Then leave It with Him. He has everywhere ,

Ample store.
- TeB,ieaveltwIthHlsa.
' Tls more dear to Hte heart,

you will Know.,'' Than the lilies that bloom.
Or the flowers that start

'Neath tho snow.
"Whatever you noed. If you egk It In prayer.
Xou can leave it with Him, for you are His

care.
You, you know.

rresbyterkm.

Lessens

rmnD QUABTBR.
July defeated at Ai Josh. 7:1058
July 29 Tho Heading of thu Law. Josh. 8:30 3
--Aug. 6 The Cities of Kefugo....Josh.a):
--Aug. 13 Tho LastDarsof J oshuaJosh. 84:14-2- 9

--Aug. 19 IsraclForBak'ngGod....Judg. 2: 6

Aug.86 Gideon's Army Judg. 7: 8

.Sept. S The Death of Samson.. .cJudjr.ie.-SK-

Sept. 9 ltulh Bnd Naomi Huth 1:14--

Sept.16 A Praj-int- r M others. j.,.l Sam.
Sept,23 Tho Child Bamucl 18am. 3:
isepciv uoview.

t '

MIDDLES SOLTED BY RELIGION.

It is a superficial allegation often
made that religion but solves tho rid-
dles of existenco by, resolving them into
another riddle as inexplicable. Wcro
it true that it only resolved tho many
into one, it would so far have followed
the aspiration of philosophy, which' Is
ta resolve phenomena into laws, and
laws into a single law, andwhich knows
that tho ultimate ground of all must re-

main inexplicable to science, since, if
capable of being explained into aught
besides, it would not bo tho ultimate.
But thU is the least part of tho sophism.
.Religion docs not substitute riddles for
riddles. She answers a thousand pain-
ful riddles, each of them a Sphinx
tready to devour us, by lifting .them into
a higher region, and she resolves them,
as has been well saidby Auguste Nicolas,
into one sun-lik- e mystery, which, if

too bright to be scanned with
yet irradiates tho whole

world besides. The ages and nations
"bear witness to that mystery; it is the
mystery of power and of healing; of
life and of love The knowledge of
God ratifies conscience and enlightens
at; consecrates reason while humbling
it; sets the will free ' by teaching it to
substitute for the thralldom of petty
motives a glad submission to a holy
law. It is the mother of progressive
wisdom and of spiritual civilization; it
gives the man the power to act right
eously and to bear patiently; it changes

.an anarchy of warring' passions into a
royal commonwealth of graduated pow-

ders. Tor ages it has dried, the eyes of
-- the widow and guided the orphan's feet.

Yet these are but its lesser gifts, for
?its higher boast is that it creates an in- -,

..ner world of "sanctity and peace, a
'hidden life " of the creature with the

Creator, the pledge of a glorified life
with Him. The .spleen of an ungrate-
ful and hasty time may fancy that it

wean sweep such gifts away; but a true
. philosophy will rebuke so

and so dishonorable. What--ev-er

the theorists may affirm or deny,
'Christianity professes to, be essentially
.a life, the lifepf 'individual man
and of, social man; and, despite the
scandals produced. . by . those who
have but taken religion's name in
Tain, human experience has attested
iier"elaim. Wc live in an experimental
agej a skeptic would do well to become
an experimentalist, and test religion by
living it. Amid his inquiries he should
include a careful one as to whether he
lias been sincere and a reverent in-

quirer. Wc have been told, and not
that "honest doubt" has 'in it

much of faith. But doubt is not honest
when it is proud, when it is reckless,
when it is as confident as if thoughtless
negation were solid conviction, or as
.apathetic as if Divine truth would be
less of, a gain to man than tho "struggles
that elicit the strength." It is in the
light, not the darkness, that men strug-
gle; and it is thet Christian life that
claims tie name of a warfare. The war-
rior must have solid ground beneath his
:feet Nineteenth Century.

Onward and Upward.

It is somewhat significant that the
men who talk the most about overwork
do not appear to be very much

themselves. It is usually the
overwork of somebody else which" they
arc talking about. It is too often the

'Case that the people who are afraid of
'too much work arc those who are fond
of their beds. I do not find the best
working men of our day complaining
'that there is too much to do, and that
men arc wearing out too fast. They
believe that God gives a man strength
for duty; and that when a man can no
longer work he has no longer any need
to live. God gives us what wc can do,
and we are to take it and do it. Still,
are we not very busy? Are we not

every moment, so that there
seemnoroomtoputin anything else?
"Very likelv; 1 think it is so" with most
of us; but I do not see that this has
much to do with the question before us.
Suppose we do not enlarge the volume
)f our work, but only the character of

it. Can you not drop some things
which you are doing, and take on be-
tter things? The apostle Paul said:
"Whenlwasa child. I thought as a,
child, I spake as a child;' "but when he
."became a man, he found that he had
not "room enough for childish things and

. ananlv things, too, and he gavaup child-
ish things, and took on those which
suited his years. When he was to run a
race, he forgot things which were be-

hind, and he put on" the things that
troubled and beset him not because
ins raiment was not goodV but because

, he, could not run wjth it. J. have no
doubt that every one of us is carrying a
great many things which are taking up
Eis time, but which he might well
enough let alone, because he has out-
grown them.

" Wilt are the engrossing demands
of my life?" is a simple question for
every one to ask. Are there not things
which have taken hours of the last year
for which we are too old, which we
ought to have left behind us while we
Euraeu lo umt:uuug uekicr; luwgB

--which Eomebody who was younger,,
--who had not been taught of God so
iong, could do just as well? t think

that it is so; and I believe that we can
be continually dropping the easier and
smaller things to oar children, to young
men and young wrfmen, while we, take
up those which are more fitting' our,
years, and go on and do them stead-
fastly to the end.,. The glory of oui
life will be just there. It is when Ave

do something better than we have done
before that we are making an advance.

It was asked concerning a great
artist once: Wherein is it that he
excels?" The reply was: "He begins
where other people end." We can not
all do that, for there are some- - men
who never seem to end their advance.
But every man can begin where be"
himself ended. We can .begin whe'ro
we have already stopped. There is
something more which we , can do for
the world; something more for our own
life. It may require gi7lng up some
things which are taking our time; but
our vows to the church, and our duties
in the church, and our, duties to God
and to the world, we can nieet by lay-
ing aside the poorer things for better,
by compassing the mountain no' longer,
but taking up that which is real, and

rosing our way forward. Dr. Alex.
STcKcnzie.

m

Christianity First.

The fact that education and culture
alone fail to transform the life and char-
acter finds "marked proof in the experi-
ence of missionaries in Africa. When
American missionaries first went to
Natal they labored several years with-
out seeing any profitable result Their
method was to,,go among the natives
and preach to them the simple story of
Christ's mission upon earth, and the
necessity of accepting Him as master.

An English "Bishop coming to the
country frankly told these missionaries
that they, were ..beginning wrong.

appreciate the sublime truths of the
Chrisfan religion. First you must teach
them in' the common branches of edu-
cation. In fact,i you must partially
or. wholly civilize , them, before they
will be prepared to accept Christian- -

Acting 'on his own theory, the good
Bishop selected from the natives' nuts
twelve children, six boys and six girls,
from fourteen to sixteen years ojd.
These he had bound to him by contract
for three years, and then he took them
into his own family. During that time
they wcro taught to read and write and
to do ordinary work about the house
and in the garden. The girls were also
taught to play the piano, and the boys
drawing; but no religious instruction
was given them.

When the three years had passed the
Bishop told them that they were no
longer under obligations to remain with
him.

Without attempting to restrain the
joy they felt at the prospect of passing
from under tho influences by which
they had been surrounded for three
years, they rushed to their rooms,
threw off their Eiaopean clothes,
donned their head ornaments and gir-
dles, and with screams and shrieks, ran
from the house into the wilderness.
The good man did" not sec them again.

The missionaries continued in the
way they had begun; and, after thirty
years of labor, had the joy of seeing
twelve churches, eighteen schools and
two seminaries planted among this
most benighted people.

""But," says one of the teacher?, "be-
fore a man has been led to embrace
Christianty we can not civilize him
enough so that he will even put a door
in his kraal (hut)." Youth's Com
panion. f

Wise Sayings.

Difficulties dissolve before a cheer-
ful spirit like snowdrifts bsfore tho sun.

To enjoy a good thing exclusively
is very often to exclude yourself from
the true enjoyment of it.

As a malarial ah may endanger a
good constitution, so bad companions
endanger a good character.

Wc must remember that there are
three things from waich we can not es-

cape the eye of God, the voice of our
conscience, and finally the stroke of
death.

Yon haven't time to stop and dis-

pute with every crank who attacks
Moses. The attitude of a live Chris-
tianity is not apologetic, but, aggressive.

Exchange.
It is all right to think, but the

thinking should be pure, reverent and
full of an honest purpose. There are
infinite losses to any one who harbors
thoughts that are base, or even aimless.

Christianity never degrades, but al-

ways increases manliness. Other re-

ligions impose servitude; this imparts
freedom. False religions make servants
of men; this creates sons of God. Jesus
Christ calls His disciples "friends,"
net servants.

" An entire year in the church, and
I have not made a single acquaint-
ance." The man who said this as fu-

rious in his complaints of the congrega-
tion that thus neglected its members;
but the blame should bo "the other
way, for a man who can stay that long
among a set of Christians without
compelling them to know him proves
that he is of little use. United Presby-
terian.

Do your best. This is the duty of
all. Anything less than this is degrad-
ing to any man. Whatever your husi-nes-

never be satisfied with anything
less than the very best you can do at
the time; and do better next tisae if you
can. Yon are then sure of progress.
Remember, the .question is not how
much you .can do, but how wellyou can
do it. This is your true measure of
success in any'vocation of 'life. "A man
in1 high potion, when taunted with
once Uiingra cobhler, said: " Did I not
do my work well?' j That, is the quesr
tion, whether cobbler, legislator ,or
minister of fhe.Gospel: Did! not do my
work well? Do your ' best. Mornintj
Star. - "- ' --- "

The sight Christians have of their
defects in grace, and their thirst after
greater measures of grace, make them
think they do not grow when they do.
He who covets a"reat cslnte, because
he hath-noV- -so much as he desires
therefore thinks himself to be poor.
Indeed, Christians should seek after the
grace they want, but they must not
therefore overlook the grace they have.
Let Christians be thankful for the least
growth; if you do not grow so much
in assurance, bless God if you grow in
.sincerity; if you do not grow so much
in knowledge, bless God if you grow in
humility. If a tree grows in the root,
it is a true growth; if you grow in the
root-grac- e of humility; it is as need-
ful for you as any other growth. T.
"Ration.

A Texas paper thinks the rlnmher
three fatal. Three times within the
past few weeks parties of three girls
each have gone bathing only to meet
death by drowning. Perhaps if four
had gone the rule would have been
broken.

.

For Yonqg Readers.

X ARCHIE'S 'MISTAKE.

Archibald Stone k Archie's name,
And Daisy Stone, that's Daisy:

Mamma's and Papa's are Just the gams,
Aad mlno why, X am ItiUsy. .

Daisy and-- I are twins,
Exactly eight years old ;

We are just alike from top to too,
And our hair Is Just like gold.

And Archlo he is almost ten.
And figures on a atntc, '

But does not add up rightly when
He says we are not eight.

For I have learned a little song--Its
name is "Two Times Two:"

That's why I know that Archie s wrong,
For 'course the song Is true.

Eapa says not to worry more,
Nor vex mv littlo Date!

But Daisy's four and I am four.
And that makes us just eight

, Emma C. oaad, in SU, SieMtcu.

TAKING CARE OF THE BABY.

Yes, Nora is a bother.
I don't mind taking care of Agnes one

bit, for she runs around and is real good-nature-d.

But Nora can't walk yet, and I have
to carry her everywhere, and she cries
the whole time.

And the crosser I am, the more she
cries.

I know I'm cross, but I don't mean to
beto.

Well, last Saturday Jimmy Jones'
grandfather promised me ten cents if I
piCKeu cuerries cnougu io uu iwu paiia
for him, and Sam said he would help mo
to do it i

Sam is my brother. He doesn't ofteu
help me. ,

Wo d"d
(

no want to take Nora with
us, so we slipped out ot the back uoor,
me and Sam and Asjrie. -

But Nora saw usroin- - and beeran to
jry, anu mamma'saiu x muse laice care
of Iter, because she Was going to town.

So I hissed Nora across the street.
while Asrsio carried the pails and Sam
went on ahead, and made fun of me for
being so slow.

My! how hot and dusty it wnsl ,"

Sam was real good when wo got to
the field, and went up the tree quick as
a llasn anu picked lots ot cuerries.

Aecie was good, too, and helped me
ever so much, but Nora was as naughty
as count be.

She fretted and cried and swallowed
a cherry-ston-e, and nearly choked. to
death, and then she upset the pail that
was all tilled!

The cherries foiled all over every- -
where ana 1 was so angry x just slappea
nerl

I did!
Oh dear! I am so ashamed when,!

think about it!
I slapped our poor, dear, precious lit

tle baby, tbat 1 ought to be so good to!
The minute I did it I was so Ashamed,

and ran off by myself and began to cry.
I was so sorry and some anjny, too,

that I cried and I cried till I fell asleep.
The first thing I knew, a great drop

of rain fell on my nose and woke me
up.

It was pouring and thundering and
lightning, and the wiud was blowing
and there was an awful storm.

I ran home and never thought of ba-

by till I saw Aggie in the hall.
" How'd you get home?" I cried.
"Ale runned,' said Aggie; "And

see, me lixod your cherries all nice."
" Where's Nora?" I cried.
"Dunno," she answered, shaking the

pails.
"But where's Sam?"
"Dcss ho gone to Jimmy Jones'

grandfather's garret to play."
I threw off my hat, because it was a

new one, and ran back to the field, for
I thought poor little Nora was all alone
out there in the storm.

It raided so hard it seemed as if my
bones must be wet right through my
skin.

X thought I could hear Nora crying,
but she was not there.
I looked under the blackberry bushes

and everywhere, and I called at the top
of my voice, but nobody answered.

There was a big black cowin the past-
ure, and I.thought perhaps ho might
have eaten her. Oh, do cows cver.ever
eat little girls?

Or suppose an eagle had flown away
with her, the way an eagle flew away
with a baby in a story I read once.

I was awfully frightened.
I thought Nora was dead and I had

killed her;
What would mamma sayP
I was 'most crazy.
Tli en it flashed across me that Sam

might have taken her with him.
He never does take the children any-

where, but I thought he might have,
this once.

So I rushed over to Jones' and up to
their garret without stopping for per-
mission.

The garret was empty.
As I ran by the stable, I saw Sam's

feet slicking out at the window in the
hay loft, and I climbed up the ladder,
with my heart going llippity-flo- so I
could hardly breathe.

And there, oh joy! there was Nora,
sitting on the hay, as good as a kitten.

Sam says I ought to have known he
would take care of the baby. Youth's
Companion.

A Brave Heart Always Tender.

When Sir John Lawrence was Govern-

or-General of India he was told one
day of a little girl who had been taken
ill, and was pining away with grief at
the loss of a very curious pet. The pet
was a tame ostrich, which the child had
raised from the egg, left by the ostrich
mother in the grass of the park at

The little girl's father was the keeper
of the park, and soon after her discov-
ery of the egg he died and his successor
was appointed.

.Fearing that foxes or jackals would
eat her treasure, or that the cold dews
would destroy it, the little girl carried
thetbig egg to tho bugalow, and buried
it safely in a lidless box filled with dry
white sand. This she took pains to'set
out in the sun every day just where the
fiercest rays would pour on it. At night
she coaxed a motherly hen, whose own
eggs she transferred elsewhere, to brood
over the box!

to the great fright of the
poor hen, a giant chick broke the shell,
and stepped into view. The hen ruffled
her feathers, spread her wings, and fled:

The little girl and the ostrich became
fast friends, and one was never seen
without the other. What then, was
her dismay when the park-keep- took
it into his head that the ostrich was
public property, and must go to the
Government aviary!

The child was so distressed at the re-

moval of her pet that her mother feared
she would die. But the military sur-
geon who came to see her thought he
knew of something better for her than
medicine, and he wrote a letter to Sir
John Lawrence telling him all about it.

The Viceroy was a very great man,
and had pressing affairs of state to at-
tend to, for millions of people looked to
him as their ruler. But he had a very
tender heart, and far away in England

he had little girls of his own; so he
wrote a reply, by the return mail, that
the ostrich was at once to be given to
Ub rightful owner, who lest no time in
getting well.

Does anybody ask: 'How can Aunt
Marjorie make a bit of advice out of
this little incident?" Well, you know
wb wrap pills up in sugar; and so we
tell stories, and hido lessons within
them.

A brave heart is always a tender
heart, children. No matter how busv
you are, you may, 'like Sir John Law
rence, take-tim- e to uo a kind act for
some one who is weaker than yourself.

Harper's Young People.

Something About Toads.

"Oh, papa, see what a great, ugly
toad! Do get a stick and kill him be-
fore he gets away! '"said little ,Tommy
Gray, as he was walking in the garden
with his father.

"Why do you wish him killed?" ask-
ed his father.

"Oh, because he is such an ugly thing,
and I am afraid he will eat up every-
thing in the garden. You know we
killed several bugs and worms which
we found here last evening. I am sure
this toad is much worse than they. "

"We killed the bugs and worms be-

cause they were destroying our flowers
and vegetables. This poor toad never
destroys a plant of any kind about ihe
place." Besidps, he is one of our best
friends. These insects that are doing
so much harnin our garden are just
wnai nouses iornis ioou. x nave no
doubt that he kills more of them every
day than we did last evening. H you
can find a live bug, place it near" him
and see what he will do."

Tommy looked about, and soon found
three bugs, which he placed near the
toad, and then' stood back -- a short dis-

tance to see the result. Soon thb bugs
began to move away. - The toad saw
them, and made a quick forward motion
of his head. He darted out his tongue
'andinstantlydrcwthem, one by one,
into his, mouth.. Tommy clapped his
,lfahds with Relight. s I

"How can such a clumsy-lookin- g fel-

low, use his' head and .tongue so
nimbly?" said Tommy; and he ran off
to find mora food for him.

The next evcnin;r Tommy went again
into the garden, and'soon found the ob-

ject of his search read for his supper.
At first the toad was shy, but he soon
learned to sit still while Tommy placed
the food near him. Then he would dart
out his tongue and eat the bugs while
Tommy was close by. Finding that the
boy did not hurt him, he soon lost all
fear and became a great pet. Tommy
named him Humpy, and says he would
not have him killed now for anything.

Our Little Ones.

The Summer Resort.

Now, let us pick up and go to some
summer resort. I will pass by the w ork
of getting ready and also the cost, also
the journey, which may be very
pleasant or very disagreeable, according
to circumstances, and I will not say
anything about the wharf orstation, the
conveyance to the hotels, nor your ap-

pearance at the hotel. But you will be
shown to a little bare room, that is
certain. The bed will be bad in nine
Cases out of ten, and in some of them
you will find some friends who vn 111

stick to you like a plaster. The looking-

-glass is dim and cracked across its
face, the window-shad- e does not work,
half the time there is no water in the
pitcher, the soap is bad, the ton Is arc
yellow and damp, tho carpet is thread-
bare ingrain or worn-ou- t tapestry brus-sel-

and the chairs are decrepit. H
there is n bell in the room at all, it is
never answered. Is the picture over-
done? I do not think it is. Of course,
I do not refer to first-cla- watering- -
daces like Newport, Cape May,

f City, Long Branch, Saratoga,
Block Island, Deer Park, Oakland,
White Mountains, Cresson and others
of equal standing. But it will apply,
as I believe, to hundreds of the watering--

places in the South and in the
North.

But let me complete tho picture.
Come with me to the "dining hall"
(dining hall is so much more to the
point than "dining room"); of course
j'ou must not go first. It is the proper
thing to wait an line, and then enter the
room with a languid, tired, suicidal--
bentiir, as though you were not hun-
gry, when you very well know that you
are 'half starved. The greasy hotel
waiter sizes , ou up as the hotel clerk
does, and leads vou down the room nast
spoiled table-clot- and dismantled
tables, lie seats you down the nail,
nrobablv at a table with a lot of dis
agreeable people, who eat with their
knives, spread their napkins over their
breasts and pick their teeth at table.
Of course, a summer-reso- rt hotel is not
quite complete without the nasty wood-
en toothpick. A sweating negro in
soiled and stained jacket and a filth
napkin thrown over his arm, comes tb
you in a half hour, and, with his hand
resting on the back of your chair, leans
over our shoulder to get your order.
Then ho makes off as though he were
after his own dinner. In a bhort time,
like a vessel in a storm, ho again heaves
in sight bearing a tremendous tray.
Soup first, which he has spilled over the
other things, and which drips from the
plate as he hands it over your shoulder;
next nsh, covered with a soup dressing,
then roast Lecf, roast mutton, roast
fowl, roast pork, all the vegetables and
all the entries. These he spreads round
your plate and thinks he has done won- -

dojs. iJI course, be brings a dozen
tlfmgs you did not order and none of
the things yon did, and the whole thing.
disgusts you and takes, away a really
good appetite.

.But the wfdtojr is happy, and'mop3
lite nrmr witli li!e (rrnnvv nanl'in Vrm
push the untasted food aside, he scrapes
it off the table, partly in your lap and
partly on tho big tray, and away he
goes foe your dessert. Hei takes 'every- -

tningyne sees, sucks his uwmi; in me
pudding and the sleeves of-- his jacketn
the and dumps everything
on the soiled table-clot- h before you
Yon cat some nuts, because they have
shells on and the kernels can not be
soUed, and you drink at cup of coffee
on faith. And when yon leave the ta-
ble the waiter scowls, and wonders wiry
you did not give him a r. But
x nan lorgotten tnejiies. J. lie man: or
woman who has never seen the flies at
a watering-plac- e hotel is to be

Don't they get into your
eyes, your1 'ears your nose and your
mouth, and on your bald headVif you
have one, and into your butter, and in-

to your coffee and vegetables awl every
thing, anx it a damp day coses, don't
they stick and bite? Philadelphia Press.

A few week ago Mrs. John Hugh-e- y,

of Aijryle, Washington County, N".

Y., ran a needle into the palm of her
hand. It was broken at the time, leav-
ing about an inch &nL a quarter in the
flesh. In three weeks it made its ap-

pearance on tne back of her hand, and
she drew it out 'with her teeth. Troy
(N.Y.) Times. r

the Parsces ef India.

The Parsees of India are the descend-
ants of the ancient Persian

They claim a history back
to Abraham. Tho Zendaresta is their
holy book, and the venerated Zoroaster,
who flourished B, C. 550, is their great
prophet Driven from Persia, a thou-
sand years ago, they found a refuge in
India. Now there are but 8,000 left in
their ancient home. Of this strange
people there are but about 200,000 in
all the world. Of this number 150,000
are in India. Bombay, "the city of the
Parsees," has 75,000, making one-ten-

of the entire population. As you walk
the streets of Bombay you cannot help
noticing these disciples of Zoroaster,
differing as they do from both Moham-
medans and fKndoos. The j.Parsee
gentleman is tall and erect, with fair
complexion and dignified air. His long
white coat of silk or fine muslin, is
buttoned closely from chin to waist
and hangs in a full flowing skirt to the
knees. He wears a tall, tapering, ",

indescribable hat, without a
brim, inclining backward from the fore-
head, and looking very much like a
section of a stovepipe. It is apparently
of pasteboard, covered with brown silk
or muslin. In the top is a hole in which
he puts his handkerchief. This hat is
one of the badges of his religion, and
ho must never change it for any other
style. The Parsee always keeps his
head covered, indoors or out, day or
night, asleep or awake. Around his
waist he wears a silken cord, which he
is to untie when at prayer. No bargain
h binding if this cord i3 left off when
the contract is made. These people are
among tho most intelligent, influential
and patriotic in the community. Most
'of them are merchants and bankers,
and H3 such are honest, industrious and
polite, taking the lead in all tho com-
mercial enterprise. One-ha- lf of the
wealth and three-fourth- s of the business
of Bombay is in their hands. They arc
often called the Jews of thu cast.

The Parsees have an idolatrous rev-
erence for fire. They adore it as the
principle of life. To extinguish a fire
is looked upon as a misfortune, and
many would not put out a fire, even if
their house was burning. They keep a
lamp ever burning in their houses. In
a Parsee temple is a holy room in which
is a large vase or censor containing the
"holy lire." None but the high priests
must enter this room or approach near
this fire. And when they go to replen-
ish it they must even ved their mouths
and nostrils with fins linen cloth, lest
their sinfuljireath pollute the holy flame
as they recite their prayers. The sacred
fire is kept burning with costly woods
and fragrant oils and spices. It must
never be extinguished, day or night,
from to year and from age to age.
Some years since a mob of lawless Hin-
doos broke into a Parsee temple in Bom-
bay and put out the holy fire. This in-

sult led to a fearful riot. We were told
that their great teacher, Zoroaster, first
brought the sacred fire from heaven and
placed it on their altirs, and since then,
for two thousand years, amid all their
changes, persecutions, and dispersions,
they have never let it go entirely out.
When they came to Hindoostan a thou-
sand years ago they brought the sacred
lire with them. The Parsees are

as well as
Morningand evening we haveseen them
with uplifted hands worship with great
solemnity the rising and setting sun.
The more intelligent of theni say they
do not really worship the sun, but adore
it as an emblem of God and the source
of life. We look upon this worship as
the least objectionable form of idolatry,
for did we not know the Lord God to
be a "Sun and Shield" we might easily
think the sun to be a lord and god.
Besides the sacred fire, the Parsee3 wor-
ship tho moon, stars, water, air, earth
and all the elements of nature. But fire
13 their greatest object of adoration.

The Parsees will not, like the Hin-
doos, burn their dead, for fire 13 too
pure to be polluted by the touch of
death. They will not, like the rc3t of
mankind, bury in the ground, for
earth is the mother of mankind,
and they will not defile it by
placing a corpse in its bosom. So,
with neither cremation nor burial, what
can they do with the remains of their
dead? On Malabar Hill, the highest
ground in the suburbs of Bombay, sur-
rounded by a lofty wall, and carefully
guarded, is the Parsee cemetery or
mortuary. Leaving the city we climbed
the hill by a winding road leading
through a charming grove of palm3,
and past beautiful bungalows and vil-

las, with an enchanting view of city,
island and sea behind us, at length we
readied the abode of death. Over the
great gateway in large letters wc read:
"None but Jarsees cm enter here!"
For two hundred years no European
has over set foot within that inelo3urc.
But a few jears since the Prince of
Wales unsealed the entrance, and now
by proper lnlluence travelers can obtain
a pass. Thus wc were privileged to en-

ter the strange place. Entering the
mysterious inclosure, on our right were
the temples where the dead are brought
to be disrobed and anointed with oil.
Passing these, we followed our guide
up a grand pathway until wc were
stopped by another sign, on which we
read the warning notice: "Stop here!"
We were within fifty yards of
now in use. Looking around we counted
five great, round stone towers known as
"Towers of Silence." These circular
structures are built of largo- - white
stones and arc perfectly plain on the
outside. They vary in diameter from
thirty to sixty feet, and are from
twenty-fiv- e to thirty feet high. The
oldest one is two hundred years old and
is in good repair. They cost about

100,000 apiece. Each tower has an
iron door ia the side, fromi which a
flight of steps on the in'sith; leal

top. On the top are three circles of
grooves or open-ston- e receptacle for
the dead", the outer one- - for men. the
middle one for'women, and the inner
one for children. In the center of the
tower is a deep well or pit reaching-fro-

top to below the bottom. Around
tno outer edge of the top is a stone
parapet, which gives greater seclusion
to the dead. , ,

At thejate of tho cemetery the fnn-'er- al

processions are met by"the priests,
who take the remains first to the tem-
ple, then to tho' tower. The bodies of
the dead are placed in the stone grooves
on the top of the tower, and left, with-
out a particle of clothing, to bo de-

voured by the great flocks of hungry
vultures and other carnivorous birds,
which sit perched on the towers and
trees waiting for a feast. The moment
the priests leave the remains the glut-
tonous birds swoop down upon their
victim, screaming and quarreling as
they tear it to pieces. Within an hour
every particle of flesh is torn from the
skeleton, and the Parsee interment is
complete. The naked bone3 are left to
dry and bleach in the sun and wind for
a few days, then they are carefully
gathered up and thrown into the deep
well in tho center of the tower. "We
entered the cemeteryabout nine o'clock
in the morning. Already three bodies had

been placed on the tower, and half a
hundred greedy vultures had gorged
themselves with human flesh, anqere
sitting stupid and satiated, latilrwait-in- g

for another ghastly meal- - 'The Par-se-es

defend this mode of disposing of
the dead on sanitary grounds,1 especially
in large cities, and look with disgust on
other customs. But give us the bibfe
method of burial, and the grave lor our
departed, with the dear old formula:
"Larth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to
dust" Following our Savior into tho
tomb, we have the glad hope of a glor-
ious resurrection. Cor. Troy (N. Y.)
Times.

m

A Founollnjr Hospital in London.

The Foundling Hospital, situated in
Guilford Street, was founded by Mr.
Thomas Coram, a mercantile captain,
who became interested in the fate of the
numerous infants who a century and a
half since were so frequently to be seen
exposed in the streets, where they were
left to perish by their parents. After
seventeen year of difficulties he ob-
tained the grant of a charter from
George IL October, 1739, giving him
permission to erect a hospital for the
support of deserted infants, and in Oc-
tober, 1740, there appeared a notice on
the door of a house in Hatton Garden
to the effect that twenty children under
the age of two months would be re-
ceived there, and that no question
would be asked of any person so bring-
ing an infant, on whose clothing some
distinguishing mark, however, wa3 to
be alh ted. At the hour named a crowd
of women with their babies assembled
outside tho house, and the strongest
elbowed her way to the door and de-

posited her child in Coram's safe keep-
ing. This clamoring and lighting was
subsequently avoided by the institu-
tion of the ballot, "bags being
provided with black, wnito and
red balls. Those women who drew
black balls were pronounced unsuccess-
ful, while those who were so fortunate
as to secure the white were at once re-
lieved of their children. As for those
who drew red, they were permitted to
draw again for any vacancies which
might occur in the event of successful
children on the medical
examination. Such was tho origin of
tho Foundling Hospital. In 1745 tho
western wing of the present building
was opened, and the house in Hatton
Garden closed, the two other portions
of the hospital being built soon after,
and in 1747 the chapel was begun, a
large, light structure, with somestained-glas- 3

windows, and with an altar-niec- e
by Benjamin Weat, representing Christ
blessing children. In this chapel Mr.
Coram was buried in 1751. The organ
was originally presented by Handel,
and although it has been greatly en-
larged and altered, there still remain
some of the actual materials before
which the great musician sat when he
helped to hll the coffers of the hospital
by the gratuitous performance of the
"Messiah." The funds of the Found-
ling are mainly derived from the rents
of the houses surrounding it, and with
which the hospital is endowed, thanks
to the exertions of its benevolent
founder. Something also is obtained
from collections mado in the chapel.
In the last annual report, for 1880--

the income W3s stated to be 11,630,
and the number of children maintained
by the institution was 504.

The placing.of a child in the Fonnd-lin- g

Hospital is not effected without
trouble. Application mustbe made be-

fore the infant is a year old, and a print-
ed form is then given to the mother to
fill in, stating her name, age, occupa-
tion, inability to provide for her off-

spring, the father's name and when de-

serted. After presenting this form a
long time often elapses before the moth-
er is summoned to appear before the
members of the Committee- - Then she
is closely questioned as to her former
life, her prospects should her child be
received into the hospital, and the names
and addresses of ladies by whom sho
may have been employed. She next
receives instructions to come again be-

fore the Committee in a fortnight, and
during the interval careful inquiries are
made as to the truth of her statements.
Should they prove correct she U told to
bring her infant on a certain date. On
the day appointed (usually a Tuesday)
the mother, with her cliiild, present
herself at thu Institution, and is ushered
into the room, where a lire blazes on
the hearth, and before which a basket
of infant's clothes is placed. The moth-
ers (for three children are usually re-

ceived at a time), assisted by a female
attendant, undress their babes and wrap
each one in a large gray woolen shawl;
the doctor present examines them thor-
oughly, after which they are clothed in
the garments provided, but instead of a
dress a white nightgown is substituted, I

the shawl is once more placed round
each child, and its name written on a
slip of paperand pinned to it t

now leaves the room, thedoc-t- or

presses a bell, three Foundling girls
enter, and almost before the mothers
are aware, their babs are carried away,
never to be known to them again,
unless in time to come they can prove
tbat they are in a position to benefit
their children by taking them from the
institution. The mother is given the
clothes the child was brought in to-

gether with a ticket bearing a. number,
the date, and the figure of a sheep-holdin-

a small branch in its mouth,
and, by presenting this ticket at the
office any Monday, she caa learn par-
ticulars concerning the health of her
infant Unless it has previously been
christened, the child is brought into tho
chapel the following Sunday for that
purpose, when it receives a new name,
by which it 13 afterward known. Dur-
ing tho'lirsi year of its existence the
child is placed out to nurse in. the coun-
try, under the supervision of paid in-

spectors, usually with some cottagers,
who recehe 3s. b'd. a weelc, an ilai bonus,
of 10s. 6d. at the col of the first year
if the infant seems healthy. At the
end of five years the- - child again re
turns to the hospital and begins, its
education, ending with apprenticeship
to some trade, or with soma ssitustioa
in domestic service- - being found for it
The children appear at chapel twice on
Sunda, and on that day dine in public;
the nurseries may then also be visited
by those wishing to da so. Personal
inspection and inquiry as to the con-
duct of thpse who leave the hospital for
the various occupations of life are kept
up, and every ear a meeting of the
apprentices takes place, and gratuities
are given to those who can show cer-
tificates of good conduct London
Graphic.

At a recent dinner party in Paris
tho host provided a novelty which may
possibly become a feature of the dinner
parties of this electric age. Beside
each plate was a telephone, which was
connected with a distant salon, where a
superb orchestra was playing. The
guests wero thus able, between the
courses, to pass the time pleasantly in
listening to good music instead of
making obvious remarks about tho
weather.

Where It Was Hot.

wC "CoAie from the tropics, I reckon J
"The, Isthmus," replied the seedy

man; "you seem to know me. Did!
ever meet you there?"

"Never was there. Never saw you
before."

I thought you might have been
there durin the hot spell of '67. The
heat was so thick that we couldn't tell
who wa3 around at that time. That
was the year I got thb black eye. Bun
agin a door, and the heat shivered up
so that I, didn't even know I'd struck a
door until the following"vinter! Any
objection to my closing the transom,
gentlemen? I think I feel a draught!"

"Must be pretty hot in that climate,"
remarked another of thb party.

"Warmish," assented the seedy man
with a shiver, "I was in the laundry
business there for a time, and I

else out of the trade. None
of tho rest could get along without
scorchin' things, but I just went ahead
with pieces of hot ice and made my
eternal fortune!"

"Got any of if now?" asked another
moving up to givethe'seedy man room.

"No, sir!" returned the spedy man
with a sigh. "All the money in that
country is gold, mine 'ust melted and
run away one hot night in March!
That was the month we lost all the
horses on the Isthmus. The fodder all
melted and scalded the stock to death!
I walked fourteen miles to find a shady
spot, so I could harden up a little hay
for my pet stallion, and when I got
back the stallion's teeth had melted,
and the poor brute died of hunger! I
say, let that man shut the windows,
won't you?"

"You must have a chill," suggested
the host

"No, I'm cold," persisted tho seedy
man. "We almost died for want of
water that spring. The sea evaporated
forty odd mdes from the shore, and all
tho springs were so dry that we had to
sprinkle their beds with oil to keep tho
dust down. There was more than

died of thirst, and I only kept
alive because I had some quicksih er
which didn't evaporate. Will you be
good enough to move that chair from
in front ofme? I can feel air comin'
through the rounds in the back."

"How did you jet out alive?" asked
the host, after ordering the seedy man's
glas3 replenished for the fourthtime.

"That's one of the most curious
things you ever heard of," replied the
3eedy man. ."I seen the lightnin' rod
on my house expandin', and that put
me up to somethm'. I just took down
that rod and I planted myself on one
end and let her expand. In four hours
I was in the piney woods of North
Car'lina. You must excuse me, gen-
tlemen; this is too cold for me. I'll go
home and get my overcoat and come
back." Brooklyn Eagle.

Brother Gardner on Matrimony.

"I understand," began tho President
of tho Lime-Kil- n Club, as the meeting
opened in due form, "dat quite a num-
ber of do members of dis club am
gwinc to be mar'ied doorin' de sum-
mer. Dat's all right, an' I wish 'em
much joy, an' shall be glad to witness
'de obsequies of each an' cbery one.
But, I want to say a few words in
gineral. In de fust place, am you
gwine to mar'y fur love or fur a sort o'
bizness partnership? If you answer
fur love, let me warn you to be sartint
dat you doan' mistake de sentiment
Many a young man who thought his
heart torn by love has plunged into
matrimony to diskivr dat he simply
had an admiration fur a thirty dollar
set of false teeth an' a high instep. IX
you an3wer fur a sort y bizness part-
nership, let me warn you not to expect
too much. You won't love do woman,
an' she won't trust you. It will be a
sort o' hoss trade in which both par-
ties will be cheated and both contmer
to be mad about it. You kin git along
arter a fashion, an' people who see her
on your arm at a circus won't know
how you fight at home.

"If you mus' marry, let common
sense have a show in de transackshun.
Doan' go off yerfeet bekase you meet
a gal who kin sing like a robin, smile
like a rose an' jump off a street kyar
widout boderin de driver to stop. A
wife will have much to do besides
singin an' cultivatin' dimples. If you
am gwine to marry, ax yerselves how
fur ten dollars per week-wil- l go when-divide-

up fur clothes an' pervishuns
an' house rent an' fewel an' incidentals.
Bcfo' you fall in love wid a gal who
looks too sweet fur anythin' in a red
pi ushsacque. kinder figger on how many
sich duds your income would afford
her. Befo you am all broke up ober a
gal who plays depianner, talks French,
paints landscapes an' reads poetry, jist
sit down anT figger who am to cook yer
meat an' tatcrs,. patch yer clore,. darn
yer socks an' help ye make twelve
dollars buy fifteen dollars worth oE
things. Befo' ye let a pa'r o? flashin
eyes an' a cunnih dimple captivate ye,
look aroun' a little an see if de owner
has got a temper like a wildcat Mar-
riage am. a lottery simply bekase people
take each odder unsight an' unseen.
Let u"s now prognosticate to bizness."
Detroit Free Press.

Sharing- by Piecemeal.

A comnrcial drummer, with several
heavy cases in hand, panted into
Warth's barber-sho- adjoining- the
State Street House, One side
of hi face had a seven day's growth oi
whiskers, while the other side was per-
fectly smooth. He threw himself into,
a chair. "Shave me-- he said, brus-
quely. The astonished barber began
to adjust the cloth about his neck, look-
ing at the drummer's, face meanwhile
with eloquent curiosity. "Been in the
barber chair once thismoming, haven't
you?" queried the barber. "Twice,
said the stranger, correcting him;
"once in Philadelphia and once at
Bristol. Got my face lathered in Phila-
delphia and then saw I couldn't make
my train unless. I started. Got the
bawer to wipe off; my face, and I ran
and got on just as the train was mov-
ing. At Bristol I thought I'd have
time to do some business and get shaved
and catch the next train. Got through
with my business, ran into a barber-
shop, got lathered again, and got half
my face shaved, when I heard tne train
coming. Jumped up and paid the bar-
ber, and again had my face wiped off,
and struck for the depot and got thet
train just as it was moving. People on
the train looked at me and then turned
away and whispered. They thought I
was an escaped lunatic-- I want a close,

shave, please, and take your time to it.
I'm going ro make up for this helter-skelt- er

business in the morning. Tren-
ton (N. J.) Times.

An English writer says the girls and
women of his country owe their clear
complexions and prettines3 to a plenti-
ful use of soap and water. Iadies of
this country seem to think that soap 13

an invention of the evil one, especially
up to ruin fair complexions.

If. Y. Sun.
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